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Royal Drawing society of Great Britain and Ireiaud at Queen 
Anne’s Gate. He knows how to draw and he knows how to lecture. 
The lecture drew very well, too. Went to the Frabel Institute 
after that, and heard Sir A. Milner lecture to young people on 
the evils of ‘ Bustle." 


A LITTLE INAPPROPRIATE, 


To all girls and boys 

Just beginning life’s tussle 
Sir Milner employs 

Words condemning their bustle ; 
Strong argument hurls 

Quite sufficient to scare them— 
All right for the girls— 

But I don’t think boys wear them ! 
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‘‘ Pennorf uv pills, please ?’’ 
“ What kind of pills, Tommy?” 
‘Oh, it don’t matter; they’re ony for farver ter swal! 


Mercy for the Poor Skylarks. 


(ADDRESSED TO Mr, “ Fun.”’) 


The “ Bicycle Face.” 


[‘‘ Lady cyclists are developing what is known as the ‘ bicycle 
It is the constant anxiety, the everlasting looking ahead, the 
strain on a nervous disposition, which imparts a hard, set look to 
the face, and gives a haggard, anxious expression to the eyes 
is quite painful to observe.’ 


real, wild, English 
’— Vide Press. 


OH, woman, dismount !—put your bicycle by ! 
‘Twill spoil the soft, languorous glance of your eye, 
And give it a strained look 


expecting a smash, 
And knowing not whether to stop or to dash ! 


Oh, woman, dismount !—let your bicycle go ! 
Or into hard lines will your pretty | 
Determined you must pass that ponderous dray, 
Or cabbies and costers will block up the way ! 


Oh, woman, dismount! and your bicycle sell, 

Its ceaseless anxiety’s certain to tell— 

Your smooth brow will pucker with mountainous care. 
And silver streaks steal in your glossy brown hair! 
Oh, woman, dismount! or a “ bicycle face " 

Will surely disfigure the coming young race ; 

The ‘ bicycle hump " man's developed, I hear 

Ve'll soon be distorted in front and in rear! 
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A Noteless Tenor. 


(The failure of Mr. Sims Reeves has 
been announced,—Daily Paper.] 

WE like not fickle Fortune, when her 
Most favoured son of tuneful throat 
She leaves without a single ‘‘ tenner ”— 

In point of fact, without a note. 
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——— 
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Wanted Another. 


Magistrate (to Prisoner).—“ It appears 
that you have given the prosecutor a 
black eye?” 

Prisoner.—“ Yes, your worship ; but 1 
am willing to give him a sovereign com- 
pensation.” : 

Magistrate (to Prosecutor).— ‘ You 
hear what the prisoner says. Are you 
willing to accept the sovereign ?”’ 

Prosecutor (excitedly). — ‘‘ Rayther, 
sor! (Zo Prisoner.) Come outside, 


'? 


an’ black the other oi, me bhoy! 


On the Watch. 
Magistrate.—‘* Why did you steal the 
prosecutor’s watch.” 
Facetious Prisoner.—‘I was in a 
hurry, your worship, and did it to gain 
time |” 





Good by Proxy. 


Mrs. Henpeckt.—* They say that 
arsenic is good for the complexion, 
John.” 

Mr. Henpeckt.—‘‘ Yes; if you took an 
ounce of arsenic I’m sure I shouldn’t 
look nearly so pale and worried ! ”’ 





Jumped with Pain. 
THE old man sat upon a chair 
(A chair “‘faked’’ by a naughty boy), 


And then he jumped up in the air, 
But—no, he didn’t “jump with joy’’! 





—_ ee 


“ Holler, Boys, Holler!” 


Mrs. Yungwife (reflectively). — “I 
suppose, darling baby’s lungsare hollow, 
John?” 

Mr. Yungwife.—* Yes, all holler!” 


‘‘‘ What horrible things people eat! Fancy devouring skylarks; 
skylarks. It sounds like sacrilege. . . . At 
least 50,000 @ day, on an average, are sold in the Leadenhall 
market, etc.’’—Daily Paper.) 


Ou! maker of laughter and master of mirth! 
Lay aside for a moment the cap and the bells, 
The cry of one sweet beautifier of earth, 
In shrill-throated agony rises and swells, 


See, they lie in huge heaps, the poor slaughtered larks 
But their once joyous hymns in the sky still vibrate, 

A glad incense of praise, of which the pure sparks 
Soar up thro’ the azure and reach Heaven's Gate. 


Then Mercy, we beg, for these innocent birds, 

Slain in myriads to glut man’s strange appetite; 
Hot indignation could wield burning words 

As a sword, whose keen edge would emit living light. 


Sut, no! ‘tis your pity, your help, that we crave, 

All ye, in whose hearts the wing’d melodies lurk ; 
Stand up, lift your voice, fling hands out to save 

This daintiest of minstrels, and blessed be the work. 
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He Felt Cut Up. 


‘‘No, I wasn’t always in the literary 
line,” said the editor to the contributor, 
after slashing the latter’s article abéut. 
“‘ Now, what should you think I did for 
a living when I first started in life ?”’ he 
asked. 

‘* Mangling?’’ growled thecontributor, 
savagely eyeing his mutilated manu- 
script. 


ae ee en 


Cured. 


Tramp (wildly to Old Lady).—‘* I’m 
a-goin’ ’ter ‘ave afit, mum! I kin feel 
it a-comin’ on, ’an the only thing wot 
stops it is a drop o’ brandy; but I ain’t 
got & penny to git any.” 

Old Lady (sympathetically). —* My 
poor fellow! Here's a shilling for you. 

Vhat kind of fit do you generally suffer 
from?” 

Tramp (pocketing shilling).—A ‘ fit 
of the blues,’ mum; but I feels better 


999 


now. Thankv, mum! 


“All the Fat in the Fire.”’’ 


Greedy Bobby (to Fat Cook).—** Have 
you got anyvhink nice, darling ?”’ 

Fat Cook (coquettishly). ‘Only 
meself, dear.”’ 

Greedy Bobby (disgustedly).—‘‘ Oh, I 
can’t eat you! You’re so bloomin’ fat, 
and I’m of an awful bilious nature!” 


Naming Him. 


Mr. Sappy.—* I—aw—have heard that 
books have weally been boundin human 
skin! (With a shudder.) I hope— 
aw—my skin will nevah serve such a 
purpose.”’ 

Miss Sharpe.—‘*I hope not; but a 
good many books are bound in calf, you 
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know! 




















Little Mr. Bulbous 
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re By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


iJ DoGs are not to be muzzled any 
longer. The closure has already 


‘ 


v been enforced in the House of Com- 


mons this session. 
‘ i . 


irs ~~ " pis 
Ry a aN The Powers last year thought they 
h 


ad settled the Cretan question. Poor 
deluded Crete-ures, Christians and 
Mussulmen are again at one another’s 
throats. 

The eloping Princess de Chimay, who 
ran away from her husband, the Prince 


de Charleroi, has been divorced. I wonder if she will be happy 
with her gipsy husband—she may not, but then Chimay. 


Mr. Marcus Stone, R.A., says that the reported intention of 
artists’ models to form a Trade Union to obtain better pay was 
impracticable. The models, in asking for bread, will object to a 


Brightest jewel in Britain’s crown, 
Richest gem of allthe East, 
Dimmed by Fort 
In your hour of dull despair, 
Know that you are Britain's care, 
Britain's loveliest child take heart, 
yur hour of darkest gloom, 
are still a part 


In y 


Feel 
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that you 
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“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 60.) 


To Inpia 
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ee 


‘“‘ Have you been in many engagements, my man?”’ 
‘*T used to be, sir, but I’m married now.” 


Stone. They think that R.A.’s should pay better for ladies who sit 
for them more or Jess R.A.'d. 


ine’s fearsome frown, 


Of one great Motherland who loves you so, 


Who'll strive to heal your pain and woe. 


India, our Empire's pride, 
You're a-hungered, stricken sore, 
But we'll stand by your dear side, 


And tend your hurts with tender zeal, 
With love that’s living, love that’s real, 


O’er the seas our message speeds, 
God and England succour send, 
Mother England always feeds 
Her dear children who're in want, 
She will banish spectres gaunt. 


Proof Positive. 


Rev. Mr, Stiggins.—‘‘ Brother Lushings, I was grieved to notice 
that you were in a state of intoxication in chapel on the Sabbath.”’ 

Brother Lushings.—“ Well, to tell you the truth, old man, I 
don’t remember, but I expect I must have been or I should never 
have been there.’ 
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Past Redemption ! 
W. 8S. Caine: 
Brotuer Lawson, here's a go 
This is worse than jeers and mocking 
Drinking habits on them grow 
Till it's positively shooking. 
Beer and wine and spirits, too, 
By the tun, as I’m a sinner; 
Coffee, man, for me and you, 
Ginger-pop, perhaps, for dinner. 


' 


Wilfrid, there is something wrong 
With our Lords of Legislation ; 
Wicked spirits are most strong 
In this alcoholic nation. 
Temperance! We are your voice, 
Leaders of your League's adoption 
But it seems that Hobson's choice 
Is our only Loca! Option. 


(Sir. Wilfrid bursts into tears. Caine 
pats him cheerfully on shoulder.) 


Bear up, Wilfrid, be a man! 
Be your thirs:y Partv's Nestor! 
Let us put you in the van 
Teied and ever-trusted jester. 
Crack oo You may depend 
Any of Joe Miller's rot’ll 
Satisfy your ancient friend— 
Better that than crack a bottle! 


’ 











A PASSING GLANCE. 


Make a pun, I shall not mind; 
Say, ‘‘ the Constitution’s ale-ing!”’ 
Spare me not, for Caine is blind 
To his Wilfrid’s little failing. 
I will do my best to smile; 
Joke, or pun, or fusty fable 
I will try to bear a while— 
Eh? Bravo! ‘If Caine is able!” 


(Laughs spasmodically and pretends to 
hold his sides. Sir Wilfrid cheers up.) 


Sin WiLtFrRip LAWSON :— 


Caine, my friend, I'm better now ! 

QO, this drink! This drink abhorred ! 
Caine, I've often heard men vow 

That the taste is simply horrid. 
“Taste!” said they; said I, ‘ I’li steel 

My taste against a drink so risky; 
Have you seen a Highland Reel, 

After too much Irish Whisky ? ”’ 


After all we've said and done 
To try and make a dram unlawful, 
Still they take it by the tun; 
Caine, I ask you; ain’t it awful ? 
It is clear, I always say 
To common—that is your and my— 
sense, 
That Drink is rain—anyway, 
Freed »m should not have a licence. 
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Alcoholic fire 7’d douse 

With wet blankets and cold water; 
Now they make a public-house 

Of the House—they didn’t oughter ! 
Watch it, Caine, see, in it goes, 

Beer and spirits, wine and cider ! 
And, as the Alliance knows, 

“ Put it down” it spreads the wider. 


Brother, it is sad to see 

Tne drink the Commons mostly take 

to; 

Turn their noses up at tea, 

Splendid tea our people make, too! 
Sir, I say ’tis their disgrace, 

We have done all we could do, Sir; 
And, my friend, this is no place 

For the likes of me and you, Sir! 
(They walk off with sanctimonious 

dignity.) 





GoURMANDS, rejoice! We hear that 
an elastic waistcoat has just been in- 
vented that will “ give’? to almost any 
extent, and allow one to “take in’”’ to 
further orders without fear of bursting 4 
waistcoat-button. 
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A “GRATE” ARTIST 


Oom Paul at Home. 


WisHING to keep our readers au fait to all that is going on, 
coming on, and going off, we lately ordered our most impertinent 
interviewer to proceed at once to Pretoria, with general instructions 
to find outallabouteverything. He has been gonea fortnight to-day, 
and have just received his preliminary report. The envelope in 
which it arrived, curious to say, has upon it a penny English stamp, 
a Birmingham post-mark, and a notice to the effect that the 
postage isinsufficientand thatthereisapennytopay. Weareanxious 
about that interviewer, very very anxious, and take this oppor- 
tunity of remarking that if ‘‘X. Y. Z.’’ will return to his sorrowing 
Editor he will learn something that will considerably surprise 
him. 

As he bas been paid in advance for this questionable report, we 
are compelled to ask our readers to take it for what it is worth (/e 
has already taken more than it is worth), on the definite under- 
standing that it shall not occur again. It runs as follows :— 


? 


TO THE EDITOR OF ‘FUN. 

Pretoria. 
Honoured Sir,— Hear I am, stranded high and dry, particularly 
dry, on the unmitigated veldt. I have, I am pleased to say, seen 
the old man. He is friendly. Really remarkably friendly. He 


eemed pleased to see me, so did Mrs. Kruger, not to mention the 
dog. its name is not Montmorency, it is Fido, short, I believe, for 
Confido. Their house stands in its own grounds, subject to the 


London Convention and promiscuous raids. On each side of the 


classic portal recline two noble lions, of the purest marble. These 
superb works of art immediately arrested my attention. I couldn't 
take my eyes off them. I stood &s in a trance. 

“ Vot ho!”’ cried a genial voice, ‘‘ and vos you admiring my nish 
leetle lions? Hoch! I tank you so mooch! Now ve shall not be 
so long! Hein! Vot ho!’ I turned, and there on the top step, 
smiling a smile of effusive welcome, stood Oom Paul. We 
embraced. 

‘*Those are very fine Lions!"’ I explained. 

‘‘ Joost so!’’ cried my host, ‘* Dey are vot you call, Lions couchant, 
or de Lions of Johannesberg! Vot ho! Dey vos gif to me by de 
Herr Barny! Ah! I vos vondering if you did know vot dey vos 
meaning? Itink dat you know not! Hein! Vell, dis fust von, 
de von vis de tail, vot you call twisted, dat ish de British Lion. 
See, ve haf made von scraper of him, to vipe de shoes on. Hocl) ! 
and dis odder von ish de Lion of Judah, vot ferloats der companee, 
vot makesh de money, vot pays de taxes. Vot ho! Boot how vos 
it you cooms here? De alien ish not to coom here no more. Ve 
haf had, vot you call, too mooch alien.” 


I handed him my card, which he spelt over carefully, frowning 
the while, but when he came to the magic word Fun he beamed 

ain. 
we I vos sorry,” he exclaimed, ‘‘I vos mooch sorry, boot I deed 
not know dat you vos froom Fun! Ha! Dat ish vot you call de 
leading comic! Ha! Fun draw me ash von angel, good, very 
mooch good! SolIvos. Boot you joost coom inside, and, vot you 
call, peek a bit. My vife vossoomveres. My vife always ish soom- 
veres! She tink you vosone phototaker. Hoch! and she haf gone 
away to dress. She vos fond of dress, my vife. So vos I!” 

Seeing my way to a weak spot, I whipped out my note-book and 
asked the great President if he would, as a special favour, give me 
his tailor’s address. The compliment told. He was very pleased. 

‘Ha! Ha!” he cried, with a chuckle, ‘‘ you vont to know? 
Day all vont to know. I af von very good tailor, vot ho! And 
sheep, very sheep! You no guess how mooch ? ” 

He turned gravely round as he spoke that I could see the suit 
he wore from all points. I gave it up! 

‘Ha!’ said he, ‘‘I vill tell you. Notinks, notinks at all. It ish 
de advertisement! My people dey say: ‘Oom Paul, vere you buy 
declo’es?’ AndIsay: ‘Herr So-and-So!’ And dey goto Herr 
So-und-So! Votho! But the dinners vos joost up, Coom!” 

Waving politely, he led me through marble halls, up marble 
staircases, into a spacious dining-room. I noticed that everywhere 
the walls were hung with Gatling guns and firearms of every 
description. 

“Ah,” said my host, ‘you vos notishing de leetle guns vot 
I haf bought. De harmless, necessary leetle guns. Vell, 
look you here, I vas von friendly old man, vot you call, 
von of de right sort, but dey vill not let me do joost vot I 
likes. Dey cooms oorrying oop! Vot for? Well, dey say, to take 
de care of de vimen and de leetle shilds, ven dere are no vimen and 
no leetle shilds vot vont de care, nobodys at all but me and my 
vife. SolI say, go back, bad mans, but dey joost oorry up, vot you 
call, vorse dan ever! YVot oh!” 

To atop a full and complete history of the raid, which I had heard 
before, I hastily remarked, that I had read about it at the time, 
‘‘ but,” I added, ‘‘ things are quiet now? ”’ 

‘Listen to de Herr Fun,’ cried Oom Paul, ‘* joost listen to him, 
dat’s all. De tings vos quiet? Vas dey! De Ceecil Rhodes, he 
vos von quiet man? Ah! De Lord Chamberlain, he vos von nice 
man. He vos von friendtly meenister? Vot ho! He vont to 
make de laws for me and my vife!—Now, de Shermans——”’ 

‘But,’ I said, aghast, ‘‘ you would not trust the Germans ?”’ 

‘“ Vood not vot? Troost de Shermans? Oom Paul troost 
nobodys! Ah! de little Kaiser, he vos von funny man. He tink I 
no see vot hish game. Ah! No, no, I vood prefer de Chamberlain, 
and de Rhodes, and de Doctor Jim! Hein! but de Kaiser he tink von 
ting, and de Ceecil Rhodes /ie tink de odder ting! Ah! dey quarrels, 
dey fight, and dey haf no times for to coom oorrying oop to disturb 
me and my vife. Votho! Boot I am boddering you! (Here 
Mis. Kruger entered the room.) Ab, my vife! Dis gentleman’s 
vos vot you call Meester /'un's young mans. He vill dine, he vill 
shmoke de pipe, and he vill drink de echnapps and ‘‘ 

But I must not continue, or shall miss the mail, the remainder of 
this extraordinary interview will reach you next week. Trusting 
that I shall have pleased you with the above graphic report, 

I remain, 
Honoured Sir, 
Your distinguished Interviewer, 
eae, Be De 





‘‘Labby’s” Little Lapse. 


‘Truth, in suggesting a plan for checking the payment of the 
tie =o overlooks the fact that the owner, and not the dog, is 
Icelsed, 

On, Labouchere, in Truth you are 
So very very funny ; 

You think the little dog should have 
A collar for his money! 


So sure you make, there’s no mistake 
In what you have suggested, 

That you your plan e-Lab-orate— 

And canine Truth and honesty— 
With numbered plate is tested. 


There’s still a fault that can be found 
With your ingenious plan; 

You’ve put the collar on the dog, 
Instead of on the man! 
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IN COMMEMORATION OF HER MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY’S REIGN OF SIXTY YEARS. 


Ir. Fun, in view of the many good things to be done to te 
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‘* D’yer, Bill, that old cove’s got a horder; I ’spects he’s a deadhead.”’ 
‘‘Garn, he ain’t no deadhead; gets his orders for a showing the bills, you bet.” 


“The Domesticites.” 
TO MY COOK. 


I HAVE entered the kitchen this morning, Maria, not in a spirit 
of comes or severity, but rather that we may converse together 
on those failings to which all followers of the culinary art are 
liable, 

The dinner which you prepared last evening in honour of the 
visit of Bland Blandford, Esq., M.P., had many points to commend 
it. There was no scarcity of viands, though I may remind you that 
we were not catering for a dock labourers’ strike dinner: the joints 
were admirably cooked, and for those persons blessed with a healthy 
digestion the game was, no doubt, eatable. Nevertheless, I should 
like to suggest a few points which on the occasion of a future 
dinner you might, Maria, see well to remedy. 

I would remind you, then, that we take 7’he Times in daily. It is, 
therefore, unnecessary to cook and serve the whiting in that page 
of the paper in which the fishmonger delivered it at the door. 

As regards the entrée of fillets of beef and mushrooms, I have no 
remark to make, except one, which will apply to the whole dinner, 
viz., that we eat to live and not eat to die. 

When you are waiting outside the dining-room door in order to 

ve the hot plates to one of the waiters, it is advisable not to talk. 

he remark which you made last night while there was a lull in 
the conversation, and which you may remember was: ‘“ For ’even’s 
sake, take these ‘ot plates, Thompson! " is somewhat out of place, 
and awkward for the hostess. 

Apple tart, as a rule, should not have salt sprinkled over it. 
White sugar is preferable. Nor can I recommend vinegar as a 
substitute for sherry in jellies. 

When we next have ices, Maria, may I suggest that you do not 
serve them on hot ge The attempt to eat them in such a case 
is apt to result in their deposition either on the tablecloth or the 
= lap. And I think you will agree with me that their proper 

estination is the mouth. 





Slating the Slate Owner. 


THE agitator is always on the look-out 
| for big game, and he bas lately found a. 
excellent quarry in Lord Penrhyn. 
There are, no doubt, two sides to thi- 
question, as to every other, but th- 
statement that when the men asked for 
bread their employer gave them a ston: 
| does not seem to be borne out by the 
facts of the case. It is felt in many 
quarters that the debate over this matter 
in the House of Commons was a mistake. 
It certainly does not follow that because 
@ capitalist owns slate he should be ro 
unmercifully slated. However, let us 
hope that the dispute will soon be 
ended, and that both parties will start 
afresh with ‘‘ a clean slate.” 
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Church and Stage. 


i THE other evening, after a meeting 
ik of the Church and Stage Guild, a 
charmingly-attired member of the pro- 
fession approached the lecturer, and 
observed, ‘‘ You must think the stage is 
a very strange school.” ‘“ What makes 
you say that?” he inquired. ‘“ Why,” 
she replied, ‘‘ you say that most of us do 
read but very few do rignt.” 


Extravagance! 


(Overheard at a hotel in Boulogne.) 


English Traveller.—‘ I say, is this all 
the soap I'm to be allowed?” 
Landlord.—‘“ Oui, M’sieu.”’ 
| E. T.—* Then I'll engage two bed- 
' rooms please, because I want to wash 
| both hands.”’ 


A Baconian Essay—Art. 


“ Wat is truth?” said Mr. Chadband. ‘ Whatis art?’’ saith 
the modern inquirer, and who shall furnish the answer? It hath 
been well remarked, both by the wise Nuttall at the end of his 
great work, and also above the Haymarket proscenium, ‘‘ Artis est 
celare artem’’; and, certainly, much of our modern art is perfect— 
it is so effectually concealed. You may note of many an aristocratic 
dame in evening attire, as well as of many a chorus girl, that their 
art is to display nature. Manifest, too, is it that the highest form 
of art, or, rather, the form of highest art, is that of the fading 
maiden verging on eight-and-thirty. Men there are to-day, shallow 
and full of vain conceits, who declare Art, with a very big A, to be 
as the glittering polished gem, Nature as the dull, rough stone. 
Deluded dreamers! As the sun’s own rays surpass the borrowed 
light of the moon, so doth the washable bloom imparted by Nature 
to beauty’s cheek transcend that which is bought by the packet ; 
concerning which the philosopher said well, ‘Art is not a patch 
upon Nature, but patches.” 

Great men create art; small men talk it. Ever hath it been 
held that who so loveth his art must hatehis stomach. Some have 
died for art, others from it; with regard to which (the healing) art, 
—_ again the aforementioned sage, the Nuttall, ‘‘ Ars longa, vita 

revis.”’ 

Of artists you shall find many sorts: the author, the actor, the 
painter, and, greatest of all, the chef. Art in the author is the 
selection of a title like unto ‘‘ The Pink Dandelion ”’ or ‘‘ The Girl that 
Hadn't Oughter'’; in the actor is the filling of playhouses by deft 
balancement upon the rope circumscribing the decent; in the 
painter is the eclipsing of all others in the manufacture of 
paralyzing posters. 

Finally, listen to the words of the nineteenth century esthete :-— 

‘‘He who repasteth upon concentrated roseleaf and decanted 
raindrop, he who sporteth a tie tinted as is tinted a sea-shell, he 
who weareth heliotrope socks, is artistic; all else is Philistine.” 








Fepruaky 9, 167. 
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Hie to the Tivoli and see Ugo Biondi. 
[f u-go, you will say that no show has ever 
got Biondit. It is the most marvellous enter- 
tainment London has seen for many a long 
day. Biondi gives an extraordinary Protean 
entertainment that must be seen to be 
believed, and even then you will doubt it. 
He plays a whole piece all by himselves— 
really can’t bring myself to say himself, 
because it is hardly credible that he is not 
ever sO many people. He appears and re- 
appears a8 men and women of all sorts and sizes; he vanishes from 
one door and reappears at the next in the twinkling of an eye and 
anfentirely different dress. You are bewildered by the marvellous 
rapidity of it all. Go and see him. 


he 


GOSSAMER. 


inst., with a very extravagant farce, in three acts, entitled The 
Prodigal Father. The theme is simple and frivolous. An old 
gentleman thinks he will go and explore Africa. Setting out for 
that purpose he encounters a syren in the shape of a music-hall 
singer, whom he follows from town to town instead. Returning 
home, he has recourse to invent anecdotes of his supposed adven- 
tures, and this leads to embarrassments, which are intensified by 
the music-ha!]] singer paying him a visit; by his only son having 
married her; and by the turning up of King Chucker-Boo, whom he 
relates as having met. 

Matters eventually get set right by the first husband of the music- 
hall singer appearing. Mr. Harry Paulton is grimly humorous as 
the soi-disant explorer; Mr Charles Collette is very bright in his 
semi-Micawber get-up—he gives a little variety show in the second 
act; Mr. Charles Weir is an ardent suitor; Miss May Palfrey 
supports the part of a pretty daughter; Miss Florence Gerard plays 
the music-hall singer vigorously, and not vulgarly; and little 
Birdikins, a very precocious child, is aptly played by Miss Lulu 
Valli. Mr. Alex. Bradley and Mr. W. Hargreaves becomingly fulfil 
minor parts. A Merry Christmas precedes. This is an adaptation 
from the French Je Dine Chez Ma Mére. The absence of Mr. J. 5S. 
Clarke from the caste was very disappointing. 

The second edition of the pantomime, Sinbad the Sailor, is 
going along in perfect style under the management of the joint 
Perfects at the Parkhurst Theatre, Holloway. 


The large picture, painted by the late Mr. Samuel Bird, of Mr. 
Gladstone, standing on the terrace of the National Liberal Club 
and looking towards the Houses of Parliament, will be exhibited— 
together with the photogravure of the same and a number of other 
oil paintings by Mr. Bird—at The Gallery, 175, New Bond Street, 
about the middle of this month. 
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Mr. J. S. Clarke opened the Strand Theatre on Monday, the Ist | 





Pair of What ? | 
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(Discoursing amusingly on the ‘“ Drama of Dress"—a fancy 
suggested by the titles of various current theatrical pieces—the 
St. James's Gazette says: ‘If we have Quilts and Stockings at the 
theatres, we ought surely to have the ‘The Nightgown.’ And 
whilst it is well enough to talk about Silk Dresses and Red Robes, 











































this cold weather suggests ‘ The Opera Cloak’ as the proper com- I 
plement of the one, and ‘A Pair of [Euphemisms]’ as necessary to * a4 
supply the deficiencies of the other! "’) ci 3} 
Now, there’s nobody blames }. Gan 
The Gazette of St. James’ q | 
For a quibble so modestly jocular: i a 
Even Puritan folks ; 
O’er that purest of jokes + 


Have enthused with a wink of the ocular! 


Nay, in one certain trade 

Quite a boom has been made ; 
By that jest, and the thoughts it engenders ; | eh 

And the people employed . 2 

In that trade are o’erjoyed— ) 
I allude to the lexicon-vendors ! 


For the dudes on old “‘ Nuttall ”’ | at 
Have swooped, with a subtle 
And sly resolution to glean | 
What that word of ten letters 
(Set up by the setters | 
In brackets] can possibly mean !! 














His Portrait. 


A MASHER of the mashiest type went into a stationer’s, and said 
to the pretty girl behind the counter: 

‘‘ T_aw-—-want—aw—valentine.”’ | 

“Yes, sir. What kind?” asked the girl, disgusted with the airs | 
and graces of the creature. 

‘* Well—aw—have you—aw 
aw—gentleman something—aw 


one with a pickchaw on it of a— 
like myself? But I’m afraid,” he 





we aed 


continued, ‘that’s impossible, for I flatter myself I’'m—aw—of at 
stwiking and—aw—uncommon appearwance.”’ Ate 
‘‘T’l] see, sir,’ said the girl, burning to ‘take down”’ the masher. ¥ 


‘‘ Will this do, sir?” she asked. 
to me to be quite remarkable.” 

The masher carefully adjusted his glass to his eye, gazed at the 
valentine, and beheld the picture of a donkey ! 

He fairly bolted out of the shop muttering :- 

‘“‘ Disgusting, insulting—aw—creachaw |! "’ 
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‘Tne resemblance to you seems | 
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¥ 
We have read in our AZsop’s Fables of the fowl which found a att 
jewel and despised it, preferring a grain of wheat, and we have + 
heard of the codfish discovered as the receptacle of a precious 
stone, which seemingly did not hinder its natatory movements, | 
both of which incidents we duly received cum grano. However, e. 


Mr. W. Harris, of West Smithfield, whilst engaged in cutting up a 
pig, found in the latter’s interior a gold locket, beautifully 
engraved and embellished with a monogram, ‘‘ Lb,” formed of 24 
small rubies. Is not this a porcine revelation? ‘*The money I’ve 
made out of bacon,’ exclaims Tony Middlewick, in Our Boys; 
‘‘T can’t meet a pig in the street but I must take off my ’at to 'im.”’ : 
Is it a case of treasure trove, or is the pig and its contents the 25 
property of Mr. Harris? O, ye Sages! how do ye prefer this 
mystery—with sage and onions? 
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“FUN ALMANAC” 


BOs. 1897. 


Twropence; Post F'ree, 


NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 23d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 
28, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, £.C. 


Price 2id., 





Fun’s Calendar fur 1897 contains some amusing enough items.—Glasgow 
Evening News. 


Fun Almanac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2d.) for 1897 i 
just to hand. The principal feature is Fun'’s Funny Calendar for 1897. Instead 
of the usual description of events occurring on the separate dates there are 
such items as “ Jan. lst, a happy new year to you all”; “ Jan. 5, Tuesday, Fun 
day of publication”; “Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first 
known as master pieces, 1896” ; “ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896” ; 
and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at 
recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of three 
letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short 
huraorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- 
doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Press. 


Lors oy Fux.—Fun Almanac provides us with twenty pages of mirth for 
twopence. It is bright throughout, and has a freshness about it that is very 
welcome.—The Newsagent. 


The Fun Almanac for 1897, just issued, is an amusing twopenn’orth, con- 
taining some very humorous pictures, and its comic calendar will cause many 
a hearty laugh.—Dover City Chronicle. 

Fun’s Almanac is full of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter 
we may quote the following: “ “ Can you tell me where that line goes to, my 
boy ? "It don’t go nowhere, sir; they keeps it there to run trains on!”—The 
Citizen, Gloucester. 


The Intoxicating Smelling Salts. 


[A contemporary says: ‘‘ Many persons—usually of the fair sex, 
as will be supposed—inhale so freely of the contents of the smelling- 
bottle that when deprived of the ‘‘ salus’’ they experience all the 
cravings of a drunkard. Some of the salts are of excessive strength, 
and produce a sort of stupor most gratifying to the victim.’’] 


Give me the bottle, I’m weary and sad! 

Now I feel better, a good sniff I’ve had! 
Troubles have vanished; my mind’s in repose : 
Visions ecstatic are found “ through the nose’”’! 


What's that you say, Jane? My poodle is drowned ! 
Deep in the pond his poor body was found ! 

My darling—my Ponto—-is now cold and stiff !|— 
Give me the bottle, I must have a sniff ! 


Gracious! You say Mrs. Jones does declare 
That false are my teeth, and dyed is my hair! 
The libellous creature! this means a ‘ tiff ’’— 
Give me the bottle, I must have a sniff! 


My John’s run off with the housemaid, you say! 
Heavens! I’m raving! My hair has turned grey ! 
Poison !—a pistol |—No, salts I will try! 

Give me the bottle, I'll sniff till I die! 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is just out, and, if possible, better thanever. The 
pictures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and typographical, neat, crisp, and 
original. John Proctor’s two-page cartoon—* Political Tobogganing "—ought 
to be framed by every purchaser as an exact record of “the situation” as it is 
atthe hour. John Bull leading the way down the snowy slope, holding the 
ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” looking straight in front with a 
contented face, leaning over the seated Lord Salisbury—(something wrong 
about his beard), skilfully steering the little ship; France and Russia following 
close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and La Belle France looking rather 
anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the 
one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Mcrley 
aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and excited 
to steer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on 
the other the Grand Turk coming an awful cropper; while on che rear slope 
of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather painfully up again, having just 
enjoyed his grand slide.—Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertiser. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has a 
very good two-page cartoon, entitled “Political Toboganing.” The Turk has 
just been run down by a toboggan, manned by two doughty performers, Lord 
Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention of 
Mr. Gladstone; France and Russia are shooting forward together beautifully, 
but are followed rather too closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two 
Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash 
against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley glaring 
wildly in view of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has 
just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is 
decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press, 


The Fun Almanac for 1897 (M. Elton and Co., 27, Bouverie Street) is already to 
hand. The illustrations this year are particularly good. Thecartoon is entitled 
“ Political Tobogganing,” and represents Lard Salisbury’s toboggan, under the 
guidance of John Bull, progressing favourably, while all the other toboggans 
seem to meet with a surprising number ofobstacles. Oneof the best illustrated 
absurdities is “The woman with a past.” The “Funny Calendar” is very 
clever.—Spalding Guardian. 

Fun Almanac, 2d.,a double number of the weekly comic journal, with a 
double-page cartoon.— West Sussex Times, 

Fun Almanac fully justifies its title, the first cartoon, entitled “ Father 
Time’s Circus,” being very funny; and “ Political Tobogganing” is smartly 
illustrative of the condition of European politics at the present moment.—News 
of the World. 


Fun Almanac is full of good things.—Stage. 


The Boiling of the Pot. 


WE are men of great ambitions, restless, striving, never still ; 
And we aim for big positions, which we’re certain we could fill : 
Heights of fame, however dizzy, daunt our spirits not a jot— 
But at present we are busy with the boiling of the pot ! 


Jephson’s stories would have readers, but they are not written yet ; 

(Poor old Jeph is writing leaders for the Coffee Trade Gazette !) 

Counts in castles, hinds in hovels, would admire each splendid 
plot ; 

But he sacrifices novels to the boiling of the pot! 


Biggs has spent long days of anguish to acquire the actor’s art, 
But, alas ! he’s doomed to languish in a paltry three-line part ; 
He might from Sir Henry Irving wrest the laurel, were it not 
That this actor most deserving is compelled to boil the pot! 


Blenkinsop’s one great ambition’s to become a famed R.A., 
Chief among Academicans—he would reach that goal some day, 
Only for the dealer’s pleasure all his time he must allot; 

For great work where is the leisure? O that boiling of the pot! 


Smith’s a poet ; all his ditties the divine afflatus fills, 

3ut he’s fated—thousand pities !—to indite the praise of pills, 
Doomed are we to callings lowly, disappointed with our lot, 
All our genius tending wholly to the boiling of the pot ! 
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